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Dad training night 


Author's Notes: 
OS inspired-once again-by Jim Breuer's deleterious interview to our guys, in particular then one during which 


James admits his son kicks his ass! 


"Goodnight, Cali." 


His fingers wandered along the wall till they found the switch of the girl's room. He was about to turn the 
light off and sigh with relief, when a high pitched voice stopped him. 


"Jaaay.." the little girl whined from underneath the blanket. 
Shit 
Please, no. 


Not again 


"I'm not tired. Can | stay up and watch TV with you?" 


It was the same story every night. Jason shook his head and banged it against the door frame. That girl was 
gonna be his death.. Or rather, that girl's dad was gonna be his death. 


Still he couldn't resist to such an adorable pout and puppy blue eyes that reminded him of somebody else's 
whenever that certain somebody didn't get what he wanted. Like father, like daughter. 


With a deep, resigned sigh, Jason surrendered. 
"Fine, little girl. But when you hear daddy come back home, you bolt to your room. Understood?" 


James is gonna kill me if he finds out, the brunette thought, smiling as his gaze followed Cali in her run to the 
couch. In a matter of a blink eye, the girl took possession of the zapper and switched to the cartoon channel, 
ready to open a chip bag. A second later, Jason sank into the cushions next to her and she leaned his little 
head against his belly, crunching loudly. 


When James got home from work, he found them in that very position, albeit asleep on each other. Jason was 
snoring with Cali's arms tied around his torso, the TV was still on and it was the only bright light in the room. 
The coffee table in front of them welcomed Jason's feet, tons of empty chip bags and empty tins. 

The only thing that was missing and that was fixed with the blonde's arrival, was a coat laid over their bodies 
and a good night kiss for each of them. First, James kissed his baby girl, then, when he approached his 
husband's face to kiss his lips, he shook his head and whispered: 


"Dammit Jase, she kicks our asses!" 


